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HOLLAND'S DOG. * 


Playful Pooch Now Sordid History 
Sings.Like. “The King!” Revealed on 
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Student Review is an independent 
student publication dedicated to serving 
BYU’s campus community. It is edited and 
managed by student volunteers: BYU 
students from all disciplines are encouraged 
to contribute to the Review. 

Opinions expressed are those of 
individual authors and do not necessarily 
reflect the views of the publisher, the 
editors, Brigham Young University, or The 
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. 

Student Review is published weekly 
during Fall and Winter semesters and 
monthly during Spring and Summer Terms 
by Student Review Communications Inc., 
William James Kelly, president. 

If you are interested in becoming 
involved with Student Review, please write 
or telephone: 


P.O. Box 7092 
Provo, Utah 84602 
(801) 377-2980 
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“Isaac was smart before, but now he’s talented too...” 


Elvis’ Brain 


Transplanted into © 


Holland’s Dog 


“Sir Isaac Newton’s 
Howling is Worse than 
ever.” 


Top psychics recently reported an 
odd disturbance in the karma in the 
Provo, Utah vicinity that can only be 
ascribed to the King of Rock and Roll. 
Gene Dickson said that “Elvis has a 
certain rhythm to his aural vibrations. 
I’ve felt it often enough to be sure.” 
Closer examination by the Student 
Enquirer revealed that Elvis is alive 
and well and living in Sir Isaac 
Newton, the Holland’s dog! 


“As I understand,” said Jeffrey Holland, 
President of Brigham Young University, 
“Some wisecracking Pre-Med major per- 
formed this cruel trick as a senior prank. It’s 
tough to believe in the American youth when 
you see things like this happen.” 

Further research shows that Harold Stein- 


Doonesbury 


BUT OF ALL THE MYRIAD HARDSHIPS 
THAT ATTENP PRIVILEGE, ONE 
/$ DREADED ABOVE ALL OTHERS... 


i THE HOUSEGUEST WHO 
WOULD NOT LEAVE . 


50! WHATS IT 
BEEN, OLD BEAN? 


berg, a senior in pre-med, was the culprit in this 
incident. “Well,” said Steinberg, “I was clean- 
ing the lab one day—disposing of rat carcasses 
and stuff—and I noticed that there was a dusty 
Folger’s Coffee can lying in one corner of the 
lab. I was curious, so I opened the lid. To my 
surprise, there was this brain inside. I pulled it 
out of the can and knocked off some of the 
coffee grounds. Initially, I thought it was some 
kind of dog brain, because ...well...because it 
was about the size of a dog brain. Anyways, 
you know, like our lab is really underfinanced, 

you know, and so I didn’t have any laboratory 
animals to work with. Then I remembered the 
Holland’s dog. It was easy to kidnap. The brain 
fit easily in the small space, so I filled the rest 
of the space with cotton balls. 

“After the operation was complete, I was 
worried as to whether the dog would survive or 
not, but it came around just fine. Imagine my 
confusion and consternation, however, when 
the dog asked for a guitar! I just happen to be 
a music minor, and was able to come up with 
one. The dog plucked the keys for a few 
minutes, and then played a rousing rendition of 


“You Ain’t Nothing But a Hound Dog.’ Sort of 


ironic, really.” 
Holland reports that tie finds it understand- 


FOUR MONTHS = I JUST GOT 
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$80 Summer 
$130 Fall 


Next to BYU Stadium 


ALL UTILITIES PAID 
PROMPT MAINTENANCE 


ONTRARY TO MYTH, THE TRIALS 
OF THE MODERN ENGLISH GEN- 
TRY ARE UNCEASING. CASE IN 
i POINT, THE INSOLENT CHAUFFEUR. 
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able that the young scientist would use his pet 
for an experiment. “I can understand his hs pel 
siasm,” said Holland. “What really irks me is” 
where he found this brain. A ‘Meadow Gold’ 
milk jug would have done just as well to house 
Elvis’ brain. Coffee, in any form, including — 
coffee cans, is simply not permitted on campus. — 
BYU standards is on this case right now.” ; 
Pat Holland, wife of Jeffrey Holland, and — 
co-owner of Elvis/Sir Isaac Newton would not 
comment on her dog’s new personality, but did 
remark that it is “quite an honor” to have such 
acelebrity in their home. “However,” said Pat. 
“He does howl awfully , and he refused tosleep 
in his dog house until we painted ‘Graceland’ 
over the door.” Mrs. Holland further asserts — 
that this is not the first celebrity brain to dwell 
in their dog’s body. “As I recall, Richard 
Nixon’s brain was with us around 1972-1974, 
so I guess that it was somebody else’s brain that _ 
caused the whole Watergate scandal. Jim 
Morrison had his brain in Sir Isaac Newton for 
a while, during which time we produced a 
couple of albums together—I played drums. 
And then of course, there was the time that 
Jimmy Swaggart and our dog traded brains. 
That was about the time Sir Isaac was in heat 
though, so nobody really noticed the switch. — 
Elvis, who is reported to be feeling “‘tired, 
but ready to rock and roll,” pians to come out 
with an album within the next three weeks, and - 
another three weeks after that. He denies m- : 
mors that he has been neutered. 


___ BY GARRY TRUDEAU 


OTHER AGGRAVATIONS : THE 
UNGRATEFUL OFFSPRING, THE © 
|} PREGNANT CHAMBERMAID AND } 
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_ TRAVELLER MEETS FAMOUS UTAHNS: 
KARL MAESER, BRIGHAM YOUNG, REED 
SMOOT AND 


Real Executive 
Board Meets in 
Southern Utah | 


__ Thad been alone with the stars and 
acrescent moon for several hours and 
knew that I must have made a wrong 
turn. Dark desert flattened out in every 
direction. The two-lane highway had 
narrowed, changing first to gravel and 


then to dirt, and the headlights of my ' 


”79 Honda Civic revealed even less of a 
Toad ahead. 


| Iwas lost and tired. What was supposed to 
have been a four hour drive-to St. George to 
meet some friends for a weekend at their condo 
was quickly becoming another kind of slumber 
party on the erie, moonlit, desert plains. Prob- 
lem was, I didn’t feel invited. 

_ Bleary-eyed, I thought I saw, way out on 
the horizon, a small glow as if from a fire or a 
‘small town. Blinking several times I tried to 
focus on the spot but it was so distant, if it was 
anything atall, thatitcame in and out likea faint 
|star. With nothing much left of the road, just: 
| intermittent gaps in the sage, I plunged on for 
another fifteen minutes and it was unmistak- 
able: there was a large fire on the outskirts of 
a small desert town. An.old town, like in the 
westerns. 

| Headlights off, I stopped the car behind a 
boulder about a hundred yards from the fire for 
now I could see dozens of figures silouhetted 
against the arching flames—it looked like some 
kind of gathering—but many of them were 
wearing costumes, old stuff, from different 
periods. I wanted to run out to the fire, maybe 
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introduce myself, ask the strange people where 
in the world I was, but the peculiarity of the 
scene held me back. I had to first see what they 
they could possibly be doing out there. 

Then I remembered the telescope in the 
hatch. I had it along for the clouds of desert 
stars—for me the best part about leaving the 
city—but if I stood on the car’s hood I could 
prop the telescope on the top of the boulder and 
use it to geta better look at the strange gathering 
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We're still one player 
short-. Someone's Gonna 
have to cut themselves 
th half. 


Planaria sports 


without being noticed. 

I fiddled with the focus repeatedly because 
I could not believe what saw. No matter how 
I adjusted and blinked—I even pinched myself 
hard and then kicked my shin to make sure I was 
awake—the scene which came into relief did 
not.change. It was a meeting, all right, an 
incredible meeting of the board. At the front of 
the group, making broad gestures and address- 
ing the others, was Brigham Young. I had only 


O 
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seen photographs of the old prolific patriach, 
but I knew it was him, looking healthy as a 
horse and in the middle of some important 
monologue. 

There were other familiar faces. Lorenzo 
Snow, seated on a log, looked contemplative 
and ran his fingers through his trademark, long, 
white beard occasionally nodding his head in 
agreement. Karl Maeser was leaning over and 
whispering something to Reed Smoot. Then 
Brigham paused and looked pointedly at them 
until, noticing the interruption, they glanced 
forward and sheepishly returned their atten- 
tion. Towards the rear, in a pinstripe suit and a 
thin tie sat Emest Wilkenson. 

Unbelievable, but true. A whole group of 
the most famous Utahns, alive and well in a 
small ghost town in Southern Utah, and I 
stumbled across one of their evening firesides! 

There was much I wanted to say, and even 
more I wanted to ask. What did Karl Maeser 
think about BYU’s involvement in intercolle- 
giate athletics? And did he and Emest ever 
come toa meeting of the minds on the standards 
issue (yes, he still sported a rather handsome 
beard)? Did Brigham really like that stuffy 
statue in front of the ASB? 

I was halfway around the boulder breaking 
into a gallop when something stopped me cold: 
I wore only shorts, a light T-shirt, and my 
jerusalem-cruiser sandals. I realized 1 would 
not be welcome there. Besides, the whole 
world thought these trustees long since dead 
and they probably wouldn’t take being discov- 
ered lightly. 

So I took one last look at this curious 
collection of figures from our past and then 
slipped quietly back into the darkness of the 
desert, retracing my tire tracks until dawn. I’ve 
never told a soul of the strange events that night 
in the Southern Utah desert; sometimes I con- 
vince myself it was alla dream. But somewhere 
down there, past the end of an abandoned road, 
lies a town... 


By GARY LARSON 
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“For God’s sake, hurry, driver! ... She’s 


dropping babies all over the place!” 
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Pope Visits 
Wymount Terrace 


"Not so high!!" 
Young Ma- 
honri Smith 

gets a friendly 
overhead toss | 
from Pope | 


injured as 


holy father's | 
recent after- | 
noon minis- | 
tering among __ 

the tots and | 
toddlers of | 
Wymount | 


Early Tuesday morning eleven wild 
| dogs attacked the 7-11 on University 
Avenue and 500 North. One person 
died, two were injured, and eight dozen 
‘| bun-sized wieners were devoured be- 
fore Provo animal control authorities 


plans to bring} 
the recipe | 
back to the 
Vatican.) 
BYU mission- 


to the ground. They are still looking for 
information concerning the motives for 
attack, but speculate it was done out of 
desperation. 

Kim Jones Smith of Provo died in the brawl. 
John Smith, her hubby of five hours, was heard 
| saying, “The only consolation I have is that 
| none of them looked like our Fluffy.” 

Brock Kleismem, the clerk that morning, 
survived the bite to his neck, but required 
twenty three stitches to his throat. He com- 
mented, “They looked so sweet and fluffy when 
they came in.” 


pontiff’s visit, 
S ‘ 
arrived too 


discussions. 
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“Johnson, back off! It's an Armandia 
lidderdailii, all right — but it’s rabid!” 


One_person dead, several 
Rampaging 
Dogs attack 
(-Tl 32 
Police suspect local Gang. 
Canines will plead insanity 


could sieze the dogs and wrestle them 


hearings in June of 1988. 
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Mike Smueller, of the local Hells Angels : 
group, was also deceived by the dogs’ innocent ; 
appearance. He survived an “Achilles” bite, 
but requires blood transfusions. Anyone with _ 
A-+ blood wanting to volunteer for those trans- 3 
fusions should contact the Provo Police Sta- 
tion, c/o Mike Smueller. . om 

The pack leader, Hokey-Dokey, refused to — 
comment. His head remained high as police — 
shoved him into the patrol car. Due to their. 
vicious nature, each dog was taken tothestation — 
in a separate car. eee ae 

Canine Defense Psychologist, Patric Miller — 
told the press the dogs would plead insanity. : 
Most of them hailed from broken homes and - 


apparently were escaping the repression of . 
their upper-Edgemont owners. a 

Mrs. Brown of upper-Edgemont and the — 
owner of Hokey-Dokey was said to have said, : 
“Talways thought we were suchaclose family.” _ 


The viscious toy poodle pack will facecourt 


By GARY LARSON 
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Confesses through tears 

Administrato 

found to be 
Centaur 


Brigham Young University Vice President 
Jon Stohiton, after incessant hounding from Stu- 
dent Enquirer, finally admitted that he is indeed a 
centaur—half man and half horse. “TI can’t hide it 
any longer—I’ve lived a lie for too long,” Stohlton 
said through tears at a recent press conference in 
the Wilkinson Center. The middle-aged administrator 
_has been suspected of such a condition for some time now. 
~ Stohiton is rarely seen in full form—he often stands behind 
podiums or large desks. LaJoe Blow, a BYU custodial 
services employee, has noticed more than once the tell tale 
signs of someone nibbling the plants in Stohiton’s office. 
Blow further confessed that, while vacuuming, he has noted 
indentations in the carpet that have a striking resemblence to 
hoof prints. Stohlton has been spotted loitering about the 


Security. 


this Spring term. 


Splash into spring! 


¢Private rooms 

«New Microwaves 

eLarge Storage Units 

Free Satellite T.V. 

*Basketball, Volleyball 
and Barbecue Areas 


eHeated Pool 
-eYear-Round Jacuzzi 
«Clubhouse 

eLaundry Facilities 
eAcres of Green Lawn 


g 
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1130 N. 450 E. Provo « 373-9723 


Spring/Summer $75-$90 
Fall/Winter $110-$135 
_ 1,2 and 3 Bedroom Apartments _ 


shrubbery of the ASB at late hours of the night. These 
sightings, however, have never ended in an actual 
identification because the hoofed quadruped has 
always succeeded in galloping away, reports BYU . 


Academic Vice President Jae Ballif, Stohlton’s 
raquetball partner, reports that Stohlton has a supe- 
rior running capability on the court. “Well, now it all 
comes together—now I know why he always wins,” 
said Ballif. The Provost also confessed that he has 
heard neighing and pawing sounds coming from the 
general direction of Stohlton’s office. In addition to 
continuing his administrative taskes, Stohlton plans 
on helping out with the equitation class beginning 


Next week in the Student Enquirer: 


Who is 
[ | Scott Dunaway? 


What is Scott Dunaway? Why is he here? 
Where did he come from? Where is he headed 
to next? And most importantly, Will he take us 
with him? 


For a resume that can do the job, 
depend on Kinko's. 


et 
kinko:s 

© Copies ° Office Supplies 

° Binding ¢ Convenient Hours 


° Floppy Disks | © Resume Papers 


Your HOME TOWN store 
with 
BIG CITY 


WE CARRY: 
GUITARS, AMPS, KEYBOARDS, DRUMS 
PEDAL EFFECTS AND EVERYTHING 
ELSE FOR THE MUSICIAN! 
COME CHECK US OUT- WE'RE BIGGER THAN WE LOOK! 
Bring in this ad expires April 30, 1988 
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Wymount 
Children 
Petrified 


“| feel victimized” angry 
parent exclaims. Threat- 


ens to sue | 
Tin Key Honor Society Announces— 2 | 
i 

(code name: D-day) oN 4 | These two imps were caught romping and frolicking 

on the newly planted sod near the Wilkinson Center 


| 8 April 8 last week. Dean of Student Supervision Mom 
Skip class all day Friday and join the fun] Mommysen happened to be trip-trapping along ati 


Storm the beach at the time. An incensed Mommysen promptly turned 
Ki le : 


the children, former Wymount Terrace residents, tor 


Stone. “Sometimes I just have to be firm with the kids,” Mommysen n- 
ae "e"s"00 "e878" ene 7e-2-0 878 see 2 SS eee nounced at dedication ceremonies fon 
the new statuettes last week. Calling 
her actions “maybe a little extreme,” 
=) the dean promised to merely change 
future offenders into gingerbread and 
donate them to the bookstore's new, 
candy counter. i 


possess 


Gradeohes 
CD Exchange 


COMPACT DISCS 
$9.95 


We buy, trade, and sell new or used CDs! 


We give $8.00 credit on used CDs. 
Bring in this ad for $1.00 off any new CD. 


expires April 15, 1988 


CLOSEST 
HOUSING 
TO BYU © 


Spring /Summer 
$59 /$79 (4 payments) 
‘Fall / Winter il 
$87 / $120 (9 payments) 
“Pool » “Sports Court 
*Cable TV Air Conditioning _ - 
*MW,TV,DW Rental 
-4or6 person apts &homes 
(couples housing also available) — 
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LONG LOST TWINS 
REUNITED AFTER 
40 YEARS 


BYU First Lady Pat 
Holland shares a 
tender moment in 
the Holland home 
with her long-lost 
twin, Joan Collins, 
after almost forty 


years of separation. 
The two sisters were sur- 
prised and delighted to find 
_ that they both came to the 
- reunion wearing the same 
outfits and hairstyles. To 
_ show herappreciation, Sister 
Holland donated her Out- [fj 
_ standing Womanhood award 
to Joan and the entire female 
cast of Dynasty; Joan recip- 
rocated by agreeing to speak 
at an upcoming devotional, 
_ and film an episode of 
Dynasty at Wymount Ter- 
race. 


PROVO'S COMPLETE STUDENT COMMUNITY 


}- Beautiful Apartments = « Exercise Weight Room ° Sauna 
¢ Campus Shuttle Bus e Year Round Swimming 
¢ Racquetball ¢ Volleyball 
¢ Game Room ¢ Great Ward 
e Aerobics 


- Sign up early for Fall/Spring/Summer 
449 West 1720 North, Provo 373-6300 


BYU’s greatest thinkers 
still pay tuition 


You no longer need a degree or title to have a paper published— 
you now have INSIGHT. 


INSIGHT, the forum for student thought, is now available on 
campus. Pick up your copy in the Universe boxes in front of the 
JKHB and the Library. 
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A Presidential 
Presentation 


Tension mounted. 
The five applicants 
nervously rustled their 
papers and adjusted 
their knit ties for the 
three-hundreth time. 

The place: checker- 
board quad. The time: high 
noon, March 23rd. The 
event: showdown. 

The moment arrived. 

The first candidate rose, 
after wiping his slick palms 
on his dark slacks, cleared his 
throat with a tentative cough, 
and leaned into the micro- 
phone and proclaimed, “Uh, 
my name is [name withheld], 
and I would, uh, really like to 
be the President for the new 
student association . . . 
(pause)... Thank you.” 

This. scene was re-en- 
acted with few alterations, 
until at last each candidate 


- had stated his purpose as 


succinctly as the first. 
As the last nominee re- 


crowd gave alittle murmur of 
appreciation: this candidate 
hadn’t even swallowed hard 
or cleared his throat, a sure- 
fire vote-getter. Maybe the 
candidate.sensed his momen- 
tary advantage over the oth- 
ers, for he ventured a little 
smile at the audience as his 
hand groped for ey 
of his chair. 

Not to be outdone, nomi- 
nee number three stood up 
again and said, “Oh, yeah—I 
forgot. I got some qualifica- 
tions, too. I was on the semi- 
nary council in high school 
and I’m an Eagle Scout.” 

He smiled triumphantly 
as the crowd oo-ed, turning 
his head to view his competi- 
tors dismay.. In the nick of 
time he remembered that 
sticking out one’s tongue was 
impolite, salvaging many 
precious votes. 

Overcoming their initial 
timidity, the other nominees 


ber three vacated the spot. 
Number two, quickest on his 
feet, took control, and 
proudiy announced his sole 
qualification for leadership 
of the great student body of 
BYU: “Well, J ama people- 
person.” Each candidate 
then took his tum, eagerly 
describing his noble charac- 
ter and his prodigious high 
school accomplishments. 

The moment of truth, 
however, came after the 
moderator encouraged ques- 
tions: “What will you do 
about student parking?” 
“What about the dress code?” 
“Could you get SR on cam- 
pus?” 

Each candidate replied 
much as number four: “T’lldo 
whatever you want; you just 
tell me and I'll fix it right up, 
quick as you please.” 

Only candidate number 
two, the last to face the ex- 


pectant crowd, added some- |, 


guys really good, and do 
everything you want.” Then, 
in a flash of oratorical inspi- 


ration, he gushed, “Thanks a : 


lot. You’re the best student 
body BYU ever had!” 

The crowd dispersed, 
awed at the young man’s 
eloquence and generosity. 
As they pondered the deci- 


sion ahead, the brilliant con- ' 


clusion remained embla- | 
zoned their minds. 


Though they hesi-. 


tated to elect some- 


one because he, 


seemed nice and 
spoke a little better 
than the others, what 
else did they have to 
go on? So ended the 
“Great Debate. . .? 
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HE DUKE OF PUNTS-ON-THAMES 


REPRIMANDS THE GARDENER . 


BAILEY! WHERE UH... HOME, 


E ARE YOU GOING? —GUVNOR. I 


FINISHED 


EVERYONE IN THIS 

HOUSEHOLD PULLS EVERYONE, 
HISOWN WEIGHT, GUV'NOR? 
BAILEY, DO YOU 

UNDERSTAND? \ 


THEN START THE 

PRUNING! [TS 

NOT EVEN THREE 
OCLOCK, MAN! 


tired from the mike, the 


Recently there has been 
a lot of talk about restruc- 
turing ASBYU. While 
we’re no aa we have 
been to the fourth floor of 
the Wilkinson Center a few 
times and have found no significant 
problems with the present arrange- 
ment. The student government of- 
fices were easy to find—you just 
stepped out of the elevator and 
walked through the open door. And 
asecretary’s desk was the first thing 
you saw after walking into the 


room; she was able to direct you to 


whatever office you were interested 
in. The glass-walled offices were 
also very advantageous in that they 
let students see just what the officers 


_ were doing in their offices. 


_ So just how do theypropose to : 
change this structure? We’ve heard - 


something about them tearing down 


_ the old walls between offices and . 


not = up rel new ones in their 


rushed for the mike as num- 


Greg Matis and 
Rob Eaton Speak 
Out on ASBYU 


thing: 


place, creating a sort of Billy Jack/ 
open classroom atmosphere. 
(Remember the big shift in the sev- 
enties from traditional classrooms 
to open classrooms with nothing 
more than an occasional partition, 
when instead of learning how to 
read students got together in groups 
and talked about which supplies 
they would bring with them if they 
got stranded on the moon? Well it 
didn’t work—just look at us.) Are 
the new student officers just sup- 
posed to stake out some square of 
carpet that “feels good”? Where 
will they put their pencils and sup- 
plies? Of course, one potential 
advantage of such a new format 
would be less walt space on which 
to pin silly posters. 

Some people seem interested i in 


‘change merely for the sake of 
~ change. But all this reconstruction 


will not be free. We all know about 


skyrocketing construction costs. 


‘T’ll_ represent you |” 


And most projects seem to come in 
overbudget and behind schedule 
nowadays. Who will foot the bill for 
this indulgent exercisefuel for the 
winter will underwrite this exorbi- 
tant and unnecessary project so that 
a few spoiled BYU students can 
have an ostensibly more ergonomic 
environment in which to work. 

And why do ASBYU people 
get front row tickets to rock con- 
certs? 

Anyway, we’ ve also heard that 
the military—specifically, the Stra- 
tegic Air Command—will be heav- 
ily involved with the new set-up. 
We’ ve suspected for some time that 
the political influence of conserva- 
tives at BYU was on therise. Years 
ago when the ROTC requested per- 
mission to build state-of-the-art 
facilities adjacent to campus, the 
relationship between the school and 
the military-industrial-complex 
seemed innocuous enough, but 


_can back up with B- 


some of us warmed that suchacozy makedecisions rather than fo- 


partnership could result in inordi- cusing on their physical trap- 
nate military influence on campus. : 
Now the SAC proposes to pings. 


give “non-binding sugges- 
tions” to the student gov- 
emment “officers” on the 
remodeled fifth floor. 
We, for two, are un- 


comfortable with the. 
idea of any body mak- 
ing recommendations 
to BYU students thatit 


Thisd is fon YOU! 
$10.00 FREE 


_off any perm 
52s. 


It seems to us that 
the ASBYU people 
could spend their time 
a lot better deciding 
how they could im- 
prove the way they 


$2.00 off any cut or style 
Good for you and your friends 
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BYU's Underground Undercity 
- Undergoes Scrutiny by Under- — 
world Figure!!—Heftner Threatens Suit 
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In the following investigative article special to the Enquirer, 
Rusell Fox, an investigative reporter for the Christian Sci- 
ence Minotaur explores BYU's underground. 


Some things at this uni- 
versity have gone on for far 
too long. It’s a nice enough 
place, certainly, but I sus- 

t that the administration 
Is a little slow on the uptake. 
They’re too complacement, 
too bureaucratic; once 
something is in place, you 
have to move heaven and 
earth to change it, much less 
get rid of it. One example of 
this tendency is the Plant Sci- 
ence Laboratory’s horrifying 
Brigham Young Omnivorous Bot- 
any (BYOB) Project, which has 
resulted in hybrid strains of lusty 
kudzu and giant, mobile, frustrated 
Venus-fly traps named “Seymour” 
(after their favorite movie star) 
rampaging all over the Aboretum at 
night. Well, why do you think they 
have all those “‘do not walk here after 
dark” signs planted all over that end 
of campus? The administration 
should’ ve shut that down long ago, 
but the funding keeps rolling in. The 
worst case, however, is the Under- 
city. 

Never heard of it? Not surpris- 
ing—they’ve kept this one under 
even bigger wraps than BYOB. But 
in the late 50’s, when popular opin- 
ion on campus had it thatnuclear war 
with the Soviets was likely, Presi- 
dent Ernest L. Wilkinson proposed 
the creation of “Fortress BYU,” a 
place for morally clean folks to be 


safe in the dangerous time to come. 
While Fortress BYU was one of the 
reasons behind President 
Wilkinson’s huge build-up program 
(the Kimball Tower, the largest 
building on campus, was strategi- 
cally located at the center of campus 
as a watch tower, the Wilkinson 
Center has large open rooms appro- 
priate to an emergency hospital, 
etc.), most of this plan exhibited 
itself in the creation of the most 
sophisticated bomb shelter of all 
time: the BYU Undercity. 

Entrances were at the Kimball 
Tower, the Wilkinson Center, and 
the Administration Building. Roads 
were constructed, tunnels dug, bar- 
racades set up, water, electricity and 
air conditioning was installed. The 
whole thing was powered by a mini- 
nuclear fission reactor buried be- 
neath the grassy space between the 
SWKT and the Joseph Smith Build- 
ing. (If you’ve ever wondered what 
that little square of concrete along- 
side the sidewalk that cuts across 
this grassy area diagonally is, well . 
. . read on.) 

This was an Undercity built to 
last. Modern transportation. Food 
services. Entertainment centers. 
Single and couples dorms. Yes, the 
Undercity had it all, and itis a tribute 
to President Wilkinson’s incredible 
drive and intelligence that he was 
able to spend so much money and do 
so much construction without any of 


the student body, or faculty, of 
Board of Trustees finding out. But 
what happened, you wonder? 
Something must have gone wrong 
for it to be included in this expose. 
Well, believe me brother, something 
did. 

Have you ever heard of the Oc- 
cupation of ‘68? Bands of polyga- 
mist radicals, claiming discrimina- 
tion and oppression, raided the ASB 
and learned of the existence of the 
Undercity, ? They promptly 
moved in, set up guards, and pro- 
ceeded to play havoc with the lights, 
water, and other essentials of the 
BYU campus. Their demands 
deemed unreasonable (better job op- 
portunities, civil rights legislation, 
and the nominatin of one of theirrep- 
resentatives to the Council of the 
Twelve), President Wilkinson 
cracked down, sending in the Uni- 
versity Police in an attempt to break 
up the mob. The University Pseudo- 
Cops, however, being only accus- 
tomed to timid BYU students at 
football games (BYU football itself 
was pretty timid back then), were 
slaughtered. Before the horror 
ended, BYU’s entire two-year food 
supply had been poisoned, soaked in 


radicals perished in the catastrophe, 
and superheated, radioactive steam 
exploded up out of the ground. The 
radical’s bodies were hurriedly bur- 
ied in large mounds around the JSB, 
and a sealed concrete block plugged 
up the hole made by the radioactive 
geyser. The campus, of course, was 
in absolute uproar when an innocent 
group of Y-Weekenders who were 
caught in the steambath all came 
down with colon cancer. 

President Wilkinson stoically 
withstood a federal probe and re- 
mained on for three more years until 
the Undercity had been cleared of 
radioactive sludge. Everyone as- 
sumed that President Dallin H. Oaks 
would shut down the Undercity 
completely, but, swayed by the 
newly formed Genetical Research 
Effectively and Efficiently Done 
(GREED) facility, the Undercity 
was set aside as an extended under- 
ground laboratory and possible 
source of revenue from “genetic-re- 
search-technology fall-out.” Hun- 
dreds of thousands of dollars were 
spent to convert the radioactive 
Undercity into a profitable scientific 
center, and the only money made so 
far has been the sale of a dozen rat 


The University Pseudo- 
Cops were slaughtered. Be- 
fore the horror ended, the 
Harris Fine Arts Center was 
wracked with bombs 
planted by the polygamists | 


oil and generally defiled, the Harris 
Fine Arts Center was wracked by 
bombs planted by the polygamists 
(leaving it a shabby structure of four 
walls, which explains why, to save 
on expense, it was rebuilt later with 
a big space in the middle), and, de- 
spite the administration’s best ef- 
forts, all of Utah began to realize that 
something weird was goingon. 
Only the quick thinking of David 
M. Kennedy, then Secretary of the 
Treasury, saved the campus from 
complete destruciton. The radicals 
had opened the reactor, beginning a 
meltdown. Calling on the U.S. 
Army Special Projects Force (then 
commanded by a brash but brilliant 
Oliver North) in absolute secrecy, 
the Undercity was flooded. All the 


survivors of the “68 Occupation to 
Carl Reiner, who subsequently 
dubbed them Rodents of Unusual 
Size and featured them in “The Prin- 
cess Bride.” 

I am not impressed by the argu- 
ments that the Undercity could be 
converted into disco, shopping mall, 


OBITUARY 


chapel, or the next “Provo Town 
Square.” The idea that we could pro- 
mote it as the sight of the next Sum- 
mer Olympics is ludicrous, as is the 
present plan to spend millions more 
toclean it up and rentit to Provo City 
as a zoo. Not only does Provo not 
want a zoo, but it would be next to 
impossible to really fix up that place. 
I’ve exploredit. R.O.U.S. still breed 
in those dark tunnels (what do you 
think they experiment on up on the 
12th floor of the SWKT?), the walls 
have grown decayed (collapses fre- 
quently cause sink holes up on the 
surface, especially over by the Clyde 
Building, which could help explain 
the large flunk-out rate in Physical 
Science 100), the large ballrooms 
have become houses of sin for per- 
verted Provo-ites and black markets 
have developed with the denziens of 
those tunnels, who frequently 
emerge to barter with the cooks at 
the Cougar-Eats before dawn. Face 
facts—sunk costs don’t matter, as - 
my Economics teacher reminds me.. 
It doesn’t matter how much we’ve 


_ spent on the Undercity, or when, or 


why. It’snotdoing anyoneany good — 
now, nor will itdo so in the future,so _ 
we should not feel obligated to keep - 
it open or functional. It is a huge — 
white elephant, a relic of a bygone 
age. Maintaining it is pointless. It’s 
time for the undercity to be shut - 
down—once and for all. 


Alethea Shallbetter, 28, of Provo, formerly of California, left 
us to mourn her departure as Advertising Sales Manager. She 
fell in the line of duty, but we appreciate her sacrifice for her 
paper. Friends may call the Student Review mortuary at 
377-2980 any time this week to express their sympathy -- just 
leave a message. Flowers may be sent to the Student Review — 
office at 44 W. Center #315. Anyone interested in her position is _ 
welcome to call the above number and submit his/her resume. 
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Y WRITER 


PUBLISHES 


‘| HAVE NO DIRECTION IN LIFE AND 
| DON'T KNOW HOW TO GET ANY,' 


SAYS AUTHOR 


. Karen Voss’ book 
For aGood Time is now 


available. As a re- 
spected critic I was able 
to get a copy of this 
amazing collection and 
peruse its contents. 

_ Ifound the book worth the 
price of admission and a crea- 
tive and dangerous—very dan- 
gerous—alternative way to 
spend an afternoon witha liter- 
ate date. 

_ The book isa collection of 
essays. The collection is eclec- 
tic and ranges from mundane 
activities, like waking up, to 
the more complex mystery re- 


garding the mystique of flow- 


ers and gender roles. 

Being a man—as are most 
of our world leaders—For a 
. Good Time granted me some 
~. insight into the psyche of the 
intellectual woman. And I 
experienced a terror I’ve 
never, never before known. 
When Karen writes about tech- 
niques for enticing women and 
gives some helpful hints for 
willing—albeit unknowing— 
men, there isn’t a hunter-gath- 
erer-stud in the land who 
doesn’t feel some embarrass- 
ment. She states that “one 
charming cologne specialist, 
when asked exactly where men 
should wear cologne re- 
sponded, ‘the neck, the arms, 
and wherever else his girl- 
friend rests her head.’ I found 
this not only particularly help- 
ful, but easy to remember as 

well.” 

___ Ms. Voss’ flippant, some- 
time cynical perceptions on 
life are absolutely wonderful. 
When she says that BYU’s 
Fitness for Living class is 
“counterpoised to everything 
good” she has succintly cap- 
tured the major problem un- 
dermining the university. 

Her essay on dates who 
die is one of the book’s humor- 
ous and instructional high- 

lights: “If there is a mess (after 
your date has died) like if his 
head exploded or something ... 

mop things up quickly and dis- 

creetly, because people could 

slip.” And her advice to young, 

trusting, firm-breasted girls is 

_ very prudent indeed: “Be dig- 

nified and say no to boys who 
die. 

Ms. Voss has managed to 
put her finger on the pulse of a 

~ vast and fleeting metaphorical 


= 


America. It is a nice finger, at 
times witty and searching. 
This book proposes no mor- 
als—good books never do. It is 
vibrant (hey, now there’s a 
word!) and fast-paced. 

The essay “Rude Awak- 


Karen Voss makes 
some daring state- 
ments for hair pins on 
Sundays, using spe- 
cial forks with salads, 
and keeping produce 


fresh through “wrap- 
ping,” but she reas- 
sures us with state- 
ments like "men should 
shovel snow." 


enings” was perhaps the 
book’s finest and is a fine rea- 
son for getting the book. In the 
essay Karen deals with the dif- 
ferent and mainly pathetic 
waking habits people exhibit. 
(Karen herself is exempt from 
any kind of stereotyping since 
she herself has not slept since 
1974. “It kept messing up my 
hair,” she says.) 

For a good time, I’d sug- 
gest getting a pretty date, 
nothing too bright (why spoil 
the whole thing by trying to 
bring in some semblance of 
social __rele- 
vance?), and 
taking turns 
reading this 
book to each 
other. 

After com- 
pletion of this 
review a_ dis- 
turbing element 
came into play: 
Does anyone re- 
ally know 
Karen Voss? 
Who is she and 
why is she hid- 
ing? No pictures 
of her could be 
found. For some 
unknown reason 
her high school 
yearbook can- 
not be legally 
purchased. 
Some research 
found scanty 
trails. 

A former 
roommate at 
USC, Bonnie 
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Lurchmee, now a waitress at 


Wendy’s, remembers Karen as 
very intelligent. “She knew 
where all her classes were. By 
memory.” But when pressed to 
describe Karen she recalls only 
that she always left a drool- 
stained pillow on her bed. 

Thomas Pynchon recalls 
that Karen was a very capable 
writer. “She was very fond of 
hunting and bullfighting and 
barfighting. And a hell of a 
drooler. Would drool in the 
morning, at night, you name it, 
she could get it wet.” 

Professor Gloria Cronin 
remembers that Karen was an 
“intelligent, yet frightened 
flower. A drooling flower.” 

One of the most insightful 
and stunning pieces of infor- 
mation uncovered about Karen 
Voss comes from a letter Ger- 
trude Stein wrote to her brother 
Leo. In it she states that Karen 
was “a natural writer. And that 
of all the women of letters that 
I have ever known she is cer- 
tainly the most gracious 
drooler.” 

Karen Voss’ current ad- 
dress is an empty warehouse in 
Provo. She allegedly works in 
the JKHB Writing Lab. Yet not 
one person there can describe 
her. She is reportedly at work 
on a biography of the late 
Bobby Sherman/David Cas- 
sidy, who spontaneously com- 
busted at his home in Burley, 
Idaho, while watching the 
David Letterman show. 


Centennial 


After an exhaustive 
search for the missing Voss, I 
gave up. Recently, I was stand- 
ing in line at a theatre. I idly 
looked down on the ground 
and saw that there was a small 
pool of.saliva along the side- 
walk. Astonished, I looked at 
the people in line ahead of me. 


I could see one blonde young 
lady, though she wouldn’t turn 
to face me. I started to run 
toward her but stopped in mid- 
stride. There were probably a 
million droolers in a city the 
size of Provo. And even if 
there weren’t, we all deserve 
to have those certain things 


Page 11 


that we feel are important. 
Don’t we? 
I think so. 


(Jesus has reviewed Dat- 
ing and Spanking: Where Does 
Propriety End? and Confer- 
ence Classics: Stories You 
Love to. Love.) 


student Strategems 


Its resort living at half the cost 


All Utilities are Paid 


The recreation area is great 
They have a huge jacuzzi 


You can't beat Centennial. 


The pool is so convenient 


. ¢ Anddishwashers too. 


_ The Place to Be! 
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Hot Local Band Goes Big Time Fol- 
lowing Their Famous Pota-Tour 88 


by Kell E. Cobb 


Local bands: I'll just say that Provo’s not 
the hub of the rock and roll world. Or is it? I 
guess that depends on your definition of 
“hub.” There are, however, several bands that 
fit into the definition of “local scene”. I will 
avoid any mention of cover bands because, in 
the words of R. Buckminster Fuller, “ they do 
not truly exist”. The bands range from the gut 
wrenching power of Kensington High School 
to the radio regurgitation of True Colors. I 
wanted an inside look at the local music scene 
so I went to Provo’s largest band, Very Big 
. Having been together only five 
months Very Big . has experienced un- 
limited success, ranging from tours to major 
label recording contracts. The band exists as 
Tony Proviloni-vocals, Steve Cheese-guitar, 
Linn Burger-bass, and Gub-drums. The fol- 
lowing interview was taken shortly after they 
returned from, as they termed it, Famous Pota- 
tour “88.” 


SE: So, how was your tour? 

_ SC: Nice, we took another Provo band with us, 
Kensington Hi School. 

TP: Yeah, we had to wake them up, though. 

Gub: The largest show was in Rexbury, Idaho. 

SE: How do you guys feel about what is hap- 
pening with music in Provo? 

SC: Well, I’ve got this crick in my back. 

LB: I think its sad when a musician like Brian 
Kubarycz has to work as an Elvis imper- 
sonator. : 

SE: Do you have any local favorites? 

LB: Kalaban. 

SC: LDS Tony. 

TP: Mr. Nice Guy. 

Gub: Barone. 

SE: Is there a message in your music? 

Gub: Yeah, pay the fee. 

SC: No, we’re just having a good time, putting 
ourselves through college, and subbing 


“David Lee Roth asked us to play 
back-up on his Sky Scraper tour, 
but we had a gig to do at the 
Backstage Cafe” 


for Santa. Thats the reason our success is 
so noticeable compared to other Provo 
bands, they’re too image conscious. 

LB: And don’t eat anything that smells bad! 
(laughter from all band members except 
Tony P) 

(At this point a friend of the band walks 
into the room). 

Friend: Whats up? oh, you’re doing the inter- 

_ view for that JKHB REVIEW thing. 

(he picks up a guitar and leaves the room). 

SE: You apppear to have a great sense of 
heritage and tradition -would you de- 
scribe yourselves as being patriotic? 

TP: I hate Americans, but I love America, so 
I guess you can say that I’m patrotic. 

LB: Love it or leave it! 

Gub: I could go for a Tommy’s burger right 
now. : 

SC: Of course I’m patriotic. Name another 
country thatrewards hard work and prodi- 
gious talent with practically instantane- 
ous success and fame. 

LB: Canada! (nobody in the band laughs but 
Burger) 

SE: Your latest album “Fueled by Disdain” 
seems like a mainstream pop album. 
What does that. say about Very Big 

? 


SC: T think you're probably right. There’s 


_Only 


nothing wrong with pop. Where it suc- 

ceeds, it brings in lots of elements and 

assimilates them. Maybe it dilutes them 
in your opinion, but I like it, I’m quite 
proud of it. 

How would you classify the music on 

“Fueled by Disdain’”? 

LB: Classified! 

Alex: Acid Ska. Hey, I'll see you cats later. 
I’ve got to be in Newport tonight, CBS is 
throwing an album review party for Gene 
Loves Jezebel’s latest. Yo chill! 

(Alex leaves) 

SE: What does the 

. Stand for? 

SC: Everything. 

Gub: Anything. 

LB: Blank! 


SE: 


in Very Big 


TP: I wish I knew. I think its a trick, a 


seduction process at work. 
SE: Do you take the same approach to working 


in a studio as you would playing in front . 


of a live audience? 

TP: We rock no matter where we play. 

SE: What advice can Very Big . Offer 
the struggling amatuer bands of Provo? 
And do you think your sucess can be du- 
plicated? 

SC: I think Kensington High School need to 
nurture their Van Halen influence. Stay 


$95/month 


away from the mud jacks. 

Gub: Flaming Colors needs to write more than 
one tune. But I do enjoy how Steve V. 
captures that carnival atmosphere, I like 
that “clowny” sound. ! 

LB: And Violent Town should try to get more 
sleep. eet 

TP: [like Barone (a lot), but then I’ve always 
had a fetish for Bachman Turner 
Overdrive’s drummer. They need to be 
more cautious. Leave the overdubs and 
sequencing to R.E.M.. : 

SC: A sophisticated ear can hear the beauty of 
an interval like the second. Most people 
can only understand harmony like thirds 
and fifths, a seventh if they’re into jazz. 
They don’t want to know about anything 
like a second or an eleventh. Pop music 
can be useful because it introduces things: 
like that as gimmicks, if you like, which 
train the general ear. The Beatles took a 
lot of risks musically. They used thirds 
and fifths and sevenths. They were well in 
the mold of popular music, but there were 
things in the music - time signatures, 
harmonies, classic music -that suggested 
other fields. I think that’s why we’re so 
successful... 
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BY's Blueprints for 


ro 
Uncovered!! 


Tete, 


SR photo by Cricket Goodsell _ 


The Blueprints were found under this hill on campus 


Well, actually our pool isn't 
quite large enough for 
water-skiing, but it is proba- 
bly the hottest spot in town 
during the spring and sum- 
mer. Fall and winter too, for 
that matter. 


You see, we built Carriage 
| Cove to be responsive to 

the needs of college stu- 
dents, and a lot of people 
like that. 


Now that’s a pool. 


_ | You wanted private rooms, 


*ARRIAGH LOVE: 


we built the largest in Provo. 
You wanted cable T.V., we 
put in one of the first satel- 
lite dishes. You wanted a 
ride to campus, we bought 
a shuttle bus. When you de- 
cided we were too expen- 
sive, we even lowered our 
rent. 


You really owe it to yourself 
to come check us out—at 
606 West 1720 North—or 
call us at 374-2700. 


‘ 


5g SES ETE EES I EE RE HSB ER ee 


In the wee hours of the morn- 
ing of October 25, while most 
of the students on campus 
were sleeping, studying, and 
smooching, Phillip Blake and Andy 
Coulter, two seniors from Belle Foursche, 


. South Dakota, majoring in Utah County 


Archeology, were working on their senior 
project. At exactly 2:35 am, Phillip and 
Andy cried “Eureka!” in unison. They 
had discovered the legendary UFO blue- 
prints that Brigham Young purportedly 
designed the same week he planned the 


Lessons, 


GIANT GUITAR SALE! 


Taylor, Yamaha and used Martins 
Provo's Folk Music Center 
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architecture of theTabernacle on Temple 
Square. Phillip and Andy, with the sanc- 
tion of BYU's Grounds Crew Director, 
Shawn Cavalli skipped their ward's Hal- 
loween Social and began exavation under 
the hill just north of the JSB Auditorium. In 
just thirty minutes, the two young explor- 
ers uncovered a square stone box. Says 
Eric, “Within in the box was a sealed book 
containing the blueprints". In an interview 
with the Enquirer by phone, Mark 
Hoffman declared that the blueprints 
were a fake, saying, "I cannot read a 
sealed book." Despite this denuncation, 
Phil and Andy plan to continue their exca- 
vation under the ASB in hopes of finding 
the lost tomb of Abraham Smoot. 


Accessories 


1700 S. State Street + South Provo, Ut. 84601 * 375-4435 


with this ad 


10 Visits 


1 Month Membership $30. 
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PoliceAcademy V 
roar’ 


If you’re like me and millions of 
other Americans, every night your 
fervent prayer is that this not be the 
last in the Police Academy series. We 
have so much yet to learn from those loveably 
bumbling boys and girls in blue that it’s hard 
to imagine a punishment worse than knowing 
the director might not fail to make any more 
sequels. 

To be frank, some have seen the series’ 
continued life as a talentless and laughless 
rehash of dumb ideas simply because the pro- 
ducers knew they could make more money 
from the name. I would be remiss if I didn’t 
contend that nothing could be other than fur- 
ther from the truth. Police Academy V should 
lay to rest all accusations of venality and 
cretinism: here is a Police Academy movie 
worthy of the name. Four stars just isn’t 
enough for a movie that almost creates its own 
genre. 

Naturally, there are a few jokes, since 
that’s what the series’ audience has come to 
expect. In one unusually delightful scene, 
Commandant Lassard’s nephew is standing 
fully dressed next to a swimming pool, and— 
well, I won’t give away what happens, for 
those who haven’t seen the movie yet. In 
another sequence, the commandant walks 
through an airport with his golf bag (although, 
oddly, he never plays golf in the movie), drop- 
ping golf balls behind him, and one of the bad 


-- 


cL) 


guys actually slips on one of those very golf 
balls and falls down some stairs. In yet an- 
other, several men are standing in an elevator 
and one of them breaks wind. 

Some people at the cinema laugh at jokes 
like these, a few of them loudly. But the more 
discriminating moviegoer is moved to say, 
“Wait a minute. Jokes like these are poorly 
acted, unimaginatively filmed, and were al- 
ready overused twenty years ago—they can’t 
be intended to be taken seriously. Something 
else is going on.” The discriminating movie- 
goer is right. Under those shrieks of laughter 
we can hear another sound: a cry of despera- 
tion. 

The plot makes all of this clear. In Miami 
Beach, a location chosen for its blending of 
fantasy with reality rather than for its beaches 
and speedboats and bosomy bathers, Com- 
mandant Lassard is kidnapped. But in a cruel 
travesty of expectations, he believes it is all a 
joke, just the annual crime demonstration for 
the police commissioners’ convention. He 
actually plays along and helps the criminals, 
caught up in a game whose rules he doesn’t 
understand. Lassard is Everyman in a terrify- 
ingly entropic world. 

Now we begin to see what makes this film 
so great. The wooden acting, the cliché-ridden 
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dialogue, the hackneyed stunts, the mechani- 
cal camerawork, the ancient jokes, the absence 
of characterization—all of these are used as 
props in the service of a greater aim that goes 
far beyond comedy. Police Academy V gives 
us a privileged peek into a world where noth- 
ing goes right until the very end; and even then 
we must wonder what is right. It’s a world 
much like our own. 
Rated PG for profanity and vulgarity. 


Colin Bay 


Jack’s Pot 
KKKK 


The city of lights, lust, and heavy 
losses is the setting for this delightful 
musical romance which is easily the 
finest film of the year, perhaps of the 
decade. Director Sly Stallone once 
again goes out on a limb to prove his 
ability at tackling a diverse range of 
styles while collecting a cast that 
reads like a Hollywood Who’s Who. 


eas 


rent. It’s that easy. 


Some of Our Residents. 
Are Strapped for Time. 


That’s why UTA buses (route #8) will 
take you from Raintree to campus in nine 
minutes. Buses run ever 
7:41 a.m. to 6:41 p.m., and i 
Raintree, they'll pick you up almost right 
outside your door. Raintree gives you a bus 
pass when you sign a contract or pay your 


Ride the bus, drive a car, or walk to Rain- 


tree, but come now and see why we more 
than fill the “bill’’ for off-campus living. 


Raintree... the difference between renting and living 


1849 N. 200 W. Provo, Utah 84604 
(801) 377-1511 


= This reviewer, moved by the profundity and 


avish beauty of the experience, could only 


| mutter such meaningful cinematic terms as 


“film noir” and “genre du jour”. 
In John Ritter, Sly has finally found a 


= leading man that can deliver the goods as well 
= as Stalone himself can and has stepped perma- 


nently behind the camera. Ritter plays asmall- 
town hick that comes to Vegas in search of the 
kind of thrills he hasn’t felt since the 4H 
livestock competitions of his childhood. 
Along the way he finds love, music, and. . 
-himself. A dazzling Kristy McNichol is back 
and twice as sassy in herrole as the jaded Keno 
girl who catches Ritter’s eye and his corn-fed 
devotion. To win Kristy’s love and rescue her 
from a life of shallowness and nickel slots, 
Ritter must battle tough guys Tony Danza and 
Adrien Zmed and come head to head with the 
Vegas mob chieftain, played brilliantly by 
McLean Stevenson. His only ally is anelderly, 
blind Blueswoman (played by Oprah Win- 
frey) named Big Mama Shortening who 
teaches the naive Ritter the ways of the street 
and gives him his first taste of love, Vegas 
style. Alan Alda’s blockbuster screenplay is 
brutally accurate, yet sensitive as usual. The 
cinematography is eye-popping, but the film 
dances into a special place in your heart on the 
strength of a juggernaut soundtrack featuring 
Sinatra, Englebert Humperdink, Tom Jones, 
and Sammy Davis Jr., perhaps the hardest 
working man in showbusiness. Regardless of 
what you have to pay, Jack’ s Pot isa must-see. 
It took an auteur/director like Sly to bring us a 
film that is better than life itself. 


Scott Siebers 


hour from 
ou live at 


(And we have ducks. too.) 
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Lecture 
. Fireside 
__ Elder J. Thomas Fyans, First Quorum of 
the Seventy, Marriott Center, 7:30 p.m. 
. Book Of Mornon Lecture Series 
_ Scriptural Fundamentalism and the Book 
of Mormon, Tuesday, April 12, 101 Fletcher 
_ Building, U of U, 7:30 p.m. 
_ Women’s Conference 
_ April 7-8, informational flyers available at 
__ info desks in the Wilkinson Center, ASB, 
_ Morris Center, Cannon Center, and Harmon 
Building. 
| Planetarium Lecture 
___H. K. Hansen on “The Romance of the 
_ Calendar” Thursday, April 14, 492 ESC, 
: _ 7:30 & 8:30 p.m. admission $1.00 
Open Observatory 
all month, 491 ESC, dark untill 10:30 
2 p.m., weather permitting. admission $1.00 


ENE ae ee 


Theatre 


BYU 
3 “Much Ado About Nothing” (comedy) 
: -Pardoe Theatre, HFAC 
Z through April 2, 7:30 p.m. 
tickets: 378-7447 
__ “Dialogue of the Carmelites” (opera) 
= - April 1- -2, Margetts Arena Theatre, 7:30 
_ Hale Center Theater 
_ 2801 S. Main Street, SLC 
“The Curious Savage” (comedy) 
_ through April 11, 8:00 p.m. 
“Pinocchio” (children) 
3 pods: through April 30, 1 :00 i m. 
_ tickets: 484-9257 
“ Pioneer Theatre 
‘ “Death of a Salesman” (drama) 
; _ through April 2, 8:00 p.m. 
__matinees March 26 and April 2, 2:00 p.m. 
- tickets: 581-6961 
. Egyptian Theatre 
“Little Shop of Horrors” (musical) 
4 Main Street, Park City 
_ Thur. Fri. & Sat. through April 2, 8:00p.m. 
tickets: 649-9371 
_ New Shakespeare Players 
_ Courage Theatre, Westminster College 
“Agnes of God” (drama) 
_ Thurs.-Sat. April 14-30, 8:00 p.m. 
_ Student tickets: $4.00, 583-6520 
3." : 


Music 

BYU 

_ “Cowboy,” Montana Repertory Theatre 
4 Thur. April 5, de Jong Concert Hall, 7:30 

: Lila Stuart (vocal) 

_ Thur. April 5, Madsen Recital Hall, 9:00p.m. 
_ Guitar Ensemble 


Faculty Jazz Quartet 

i _ Wed. April 6, Pardoe Theatre, 7:30 p.m. 

Lawrence Green 

- Wed. April 6, Madsen Recital Hall, 7:30p.m. 

___ Philharmonic Orchestra and Choral 

_ Ensembles 

. _ Apri 7 & 8, de Jong Concert Hall, 7:30 p.m. 
: _ University Chorale 

‘April 12, de Jong Concert Hall, 7:30 p.m. 

___ Utah Saxophone Quartet 

as 12, Madsen Recital Hall, 9:00 p.m. 

_ tickets, info to all of the above:.378-7444 

Utah Symphony 

_ That's Entertainment! 

Cid Caesar - Skits & Sketches with Orches- 

ra, April 2, 8:00 p.m. 
_ Schubert, Bartok, & Dvorak 
_ April 8 & 9, 8:00 p.m. 


pWed. April 6, Madsen Recital Hall, 9:00p.m. 


Finishing Touches (same program as 
“April 15 & 16) April 13, 10:15 a.m. 
Rachmaninoff, Neilsen, & Elgar 
April 15 & 16, 8:00 p.m. 
Symphony Hall, Salt Lake City 
student tickets: $3.00, 533-6407 
Temple Square Concert Series 
Ogden Community Choir performining 
Brahnm’s “A German Requium” 
April 8, Assembly Hall, 7:30 p.m. 


BYU Philharmonic Orchestra, University 


Singers, Concert Choir, and Men’s and 
Women’s Choruses 
April 9, Tabernacle, 7:30 p.m. 
All concerts are free. info: 531-3318 
Snowbird 

Warren Miller's White Winter Heat 


Wednesdays, Cliff Lodge Ballroom, 8:00 


p.m. info: 521-6040 ext. 4080 


Dance 


BYU 

Senior Projects Showcase 
Friday, April 1 Studio 185, Richards 
Building, 7:30 p.m. 


Ballroom Dance Competition, Showcase, 


and other Activities, April 8 & 9, ELWC 
Ballroom, 7:00 p.m. 


A\rt 


BYU Art Week 

Lectures: 

Von Allen, Faculty Lecturer 

March 31, F-201 HFAC, 12:00-12:50 
Other Events: 

Awards Banquet 

Thurs. March 31, 375 ELWC, 6:00 p.m. 
Student Show Reception 


March 31, B.F. Larson Gallery, 8:00 p.m. 


Springville Museum of Art 


52 W. 200 S., Springville 

64th National Spring Salon 
through May 15 
info: 489-9434 
Utah Museum of Fine Arts 
University of Utah 

David Dornan, through April 17 

American Art, through July 12 
info: 581-867 
Kimball Art Center 

Mickey Smith’s Stained Glass 
through April 27 

Andrea Morguloff-Hage 
Photo Silkscreen & Paintings 
Main Gallery, all month 

Print Making Techniques 
Lower Gallery, all month 
info: 649-8160 


uilding Auditorium 


o 

Film 
International Cinema 
250 SWKT 
March 29-April 2: 
Camille (1921-Silent) 
Camille (1936-English) 
La Traviata (Italian Opera) 
Verdi (English) 
April 5-9: 
The Member of the Wedding (English) 
The Flight of the Eagle (Swedish) 
Gabriel Garcia Marquez (Spanish) 
Flamenco at 5:15 (English) 
April 11-15 
Viridiana (Spanish) 
The Family Game (Japanese) 
Creation of the World: A Samba Opera 
(Portugese) 
Please check fliers for daily schedules. 
Varsity 

Hoosiers 
April 1-7, 4:30, 7:00 & 9:30 p.m. 

Evil Under the Sun 


April 1, 11:30 p.m. 
Gone with the Wind 
April 8,11,13, 4:30, 7:00 & 9:30 p.m. 
Seems Like Old Times 
April 8, 11:30 p.m. 
Fiddler on the Roof 
April 9,12,14, 4:30, 7:00 & 9:30 p.m. 
Princess Bride 
April 15-21, 4:30, 7:00 & 9:30 p.m. 
Varsity Il 
Cinderella 
April 1-4, 7:00 & 9:30 p.m. 
Somewhere in Time 
April 8-11, 7:00 & 9:30 p.m. 
Film Society 
The Cat People & | Walked With a 
Zombie 
April 1-2, 6:00 & 9:00 p.m. 
A Midsummer's Night Dream 
April 8 & 9, 7:00 & 9:30 p.m. 
Backstage Cafe 
no cover charge on Tuesdays 
info: 373-2233 


Party 


French Club Activity 

Soiree d’Adieu and Talent Show 
April 7, 7:30 p.m. 
Bidding For Bachelors 

Annual Fundraiser for the March of Dimes 
April 1, Provo Excelsior Hotel, 6:30 p.m. 
info: 373-4199 
New Year’s Eve Dance—April Fools! 
March 31, Plastique, 9:00-1:00, $4.00 


Television 


HBO 

“Dear America” 
A history of the Vietnam War told from the 
intimate perspective of actual letters written 
home by G.l.s. Narrated by Robert De 
Niro, John Heard, Michael J. Fox, Martin 
Sheen, Kathleen Turner, Ellen Burnstyn, 
Robin Williams, and others. 
Sunday, April 3 
Please check local listings for time. 


Pe live jazz at 
_Wymount | 
Terece, 


im everyone! 
| FREE! 


e Calendar welcomes contributions. 


in person, or by phone, or by mailing 
information to Student Review (P.O. Box 
7092 University Station, Provo UT, 84602), 
lor by calling our office (377-2980). Informa- 
tion must 

be recieved by the Friday before 
publication. 
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Artist’s colonies are few 
and far between these days. 
That’s why Provo’ s bohemian 
street haunts, it’s sidewalk mu- 
sicians, and spontaneous e€x- 
plosions of life and vitality here 
cast a spell over our young lov- 
ers; that’s why star-crossed souls 
always seem to fall out of love when 
they leave the lazy, idyllic setting 
BYU finds itself in. “Why, just take 
a walk along University Avenue on a 
Friday afternoon,” says one Admin- 
istrator, “people everywhere posing 
for painters, the corner delis packed 
like Wall Street, women leaning out 
of their fourth story flats, being sere- 
naded—it’s Love with a capital “L’.” 

One of my writer friends lives on 
the left bank of the river. He spends 
his time these days taking walks 
through the parks, along the tree lined 
boulevards, all over campus trying to 
capture the many moods of this city of 
love. He knocks on my door late at 
night, and we talk. Last week he was 
doing a study of the tasteful synthesis 
of residential architectural styles 
south of campus, for a story he was 
writing called “A Cottonwood Fan- 
dango.” He showed up at my door 
shaking. 

“Cold?” I asked. 

“No, I’m on fire man-let me in.” 

We stayed up late that night talk- 
ing. First it was just idle gossip; Gab- 
rielle was having another exhibition 
of his white spheres, Sofia was desti- 
tute and claiming she had -TB again- 
she was having someone take her 
meals into her. Fernando had just 
sold away his movie rights and was 
insufferable. Genevieve’s soirees 
had been raided-the neighbors had 
called the cops on rumours that they 
were using accordians and gypsies as 
conversation items. Nothing really 


“This city! 


new. Then we discussed death, as 
always. Gabrielle had said once he 
wanted to die while having the Rock- 
ettes paint his whole body an orange- 
red. Fernando wanted to go choking 
on an apricot pit. Then my friend 
interrupted me and said, “I think I’m 
on to something!” He was wringing 
his hands. 

“This city! I’ve figured it out! I 
know why all of us stay here, year in 
and year out, why we live in base- 
ments and raise cats for company, 
and why I want to write so badly 
about this place!” 

“But you already write badly 
about this place.” 

“T know! I know! But it’s more 
than that...I...” He went on to explain 
to me that night his big ideas, his 
theories about our little art enclave in 
Utah, why it draws us from all disci- 
plines. It was the neighborhoods, he 
said. The pluralism of values and cul- 
ture all crammed within just a few 


square miles. He put together for me 


a list of five of Provo’s most vibrant 
and inspiring neighborhoods that 
night. The list is as follows: 


1) The Left Bank. My friend 
probably was partial to this neighbor- 
hood, because it was his own, but I 
think most demographers would 
agree that the Left Bank of the Provo 
river is a teeming petri dish of talent 


I’ve fig- 


ured it out! I know why 
all of us stay here, year 
in and year out, why we 
live in basements and 


raise cats for company. 


Doonesbury 


UR HERO'S LIFE WITH THE DUKE 
HAS BECOME AS PREDICTABLE 


AS SPRING RAIN IN SCOTLAND. 


ANOTHER DAY WITH MY 


{ 
: 
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OH, THERE WAS THE ODD Dis- 
TRACTION, SUCH AS THE TIME 
THE DELECTABLE LADY SUNWELL 
RODE By TO ASK DIRECTIONS. 


and creativity. It’s oozing from its 
pores and onto the hot pavement like 
a big man running a 5K and stopping 
on a park bench to sweat. It’s like 
wringing your mechanic’s grease 
rag, like throwing paper mache 
against the wall. It’s everywhere, like 
hair on a barber’s floor, like seeing 
the death imagery driving around Salt 
Lake. 

It all started in the twenties when 
a number of New York sculptors and 
journalists started spending their 
summers here for the low rents, and 
the food (even before Naugles). Far 
away enough from campus to be 
oblivious to the great scholarly rival- 
ries going on there, a consensus was 
reached that Provo “needed about 
2,000,000 Jews to bring it to life.” 
That’s when the importing began. 
Saving on their rent payments, circles 
of friends began financing their 
friends air fares into town. Ex- 
changes were made: wives sacrificed 
a new rin _wardrobe tri S$ Out 


into athe desert toreadJohn Deane oa 
drink coconut juice could be made. 
Loincloths became the standard for 
children under six. Women would let 
their hair grow out, and then sell it to 
the wig factory for quick cash. It was 
a common cause to bring life to 
Provo, and it has all payed off. 


2) Wymount Terrace. Anyone 
who has seen the children playing in 
the well kept gardens, being super- 
vised by Nannies shipped in from 
Westchester county, New York, or 
who has seen the cute little sailor 
outfits and the boarding school pen- 
nants the little tots wave at the world, 
can see that Wymountis the culmina- 
tion of many people’s aspirations. 
Little girls curtsying and little boys 
with their hair combed smartly, 
speaking French and Latin and run- 
ning off to violin lessons at three, or to 
take their daddy’s skiffs out for a boat 
ride, make Wymounta dreamland for 
the rocky mountain elite. 

The Condominiums. Provo’s 
“Little Italy,” the condominiums 
were taken over by the Italians in the 
late forties, after the German and 


BY GARRY TRUDEAU 


.. HE WAS ALWAYS BACK 
IN TIME FOR DINNER. 


I HAD THE 


BUT EVEN ON OCCASIONS SUCH 
AS THESE, WHEN WALKS WERE 
SHARED, GLANCES EXCHANGED, 
AND PROMISES WHISPERED... 


MY SWEET MAN-CHILD! 
I SHALL NEVER. 
FORGET eed 


South of campusis famous 
for its colorful past. You can © 


still see the old 


spray-painted — 


slogans on the walls, “Make — 
grades, not kids” if you look © 


hard enough. 


Irish students moved over to Bran- 
berry. With its marriage brokers, 
distinctive holiday traditons and 
dress, the Condominiums retain val- 


_ues seldom adhered to these days. 


Famous are the annual streetlight pa- 
rades commemorating the birth of 
Santa LaRue, who, the legends say, 
founded _the Condomini hen 


che built an addition to ie chicken 
coup back in 1869. 

Life never gets too rushed 
around the condos. With the girls 
hanging out their wash to dry on Sat- 


urdays, and the guys all walking 


home together after school with their 
black lunch pails, singing Caruso and 
pitching pennies as they go, we have 
a great example of a close-knit com- 
munity. Everyone seems to know the 
guys at Kinko’s by their first names, 
and in the summertime the streets are 
always wet-someone is also playing 
in the fire hydrant. What is especially 
endearing about this neighborhood? 
Around 6:30 every evening a few 
guys and girls along 700 North, 
who’ ve made just a little bit too much 
pasta that night, are always wanting 
to share their dinner table with some- 
one walking home late from a study 
session. “Got a minute, Mac? Come 
on up fora bite to eat, why don’t you.” 
What a neighborhood. 


4) Heritage Halls, for easy and 
tasteful student life at its best. Most 
of the residents fall for each other 
between trips to Trafalgar to watch 


Don't Miss 


Student Review | 


Annual Faculty 


the jugglers and mimes, between 


flying kites in the refreshing winds 


rising off Utah lake, or candlelight — 
vigils in front of the regional head- — 


quarters of Amnesty International, 
downtown. Heritage Halls is also 
known for the talentit draws in. With 


the entire Parowan Players theater 
company moving in last year, Heri-- 


tage Halls pulled off a veritable coup 


x 
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—— 
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in the world of the arts. Heritage Halls _ 


is also drawing increasing numbers 4 


of the Heber City ballet company 


these days, inenoughnumberssothat — 


-| when building contractors began 
| bulldozing one of their parking lots, 
| they were able to stage a marathon 
| performance of the Nutcracker in 
: front of the bulldozers, so that the 
| workers walked away from the site in 


tears, only to return a few minutes 


later to toss flowers and garlands in } 


front of the victorious ie 


5) The “strip.” The strip or 
quaint older homes subdivided into. 
small one-bedroom flats along 500 


North, south of campus, is famous for - ‘ 


its colorful past. Always the scene for 
national trends to make their debut in 
Provo. Back in the sixties it was the 


locus for the famous “let your eye- — 


brows grow out” counter culture; and 
the petitions to keep Provo’s night- 
spots open past 7:30 were all circu- 
lated here. You can still see the old 
spray-painted slogans on the walls, 
“Make grades, not kids” if you look — 


hard enough. Residents stillremem- 


ber when the two Puerto Rican stu- 
dents moved in, when they sealed off 


the entire strip for a block party, and, — 


in a display of non-prejudice, every- 


one insisted on playing Julio Iglesias — 
over Bing Crosby. It wasatouching — 


K 


gesture. The monument still stands — 
on the comer. of 300 East and 500 


North dedicated to “those two Pus 
Ricans guys.” 


Next Week 
It’s the 4" - 


